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Titus Pats «« Saxon 


the Perjux'd Evidence, 
[S. 'Þ 
Oates | Ell, _—_— TL ro ieCe 
The Conſort of thy mii«ty, 
] Saxon, I humbly deign to ask your Name, 
|» (And beg you would excule the fame. ) 
Otes, It poſſible you ſhould nor know 3 
Can | be thus conceal'd from you ? 
| Saxon , Oh! now I recolle& my thoughts, 
You are [| think -»-Oates, Door Oates. 
Oates, The very fame, I'm eyen ke; 
A near Relation unto thee. 
Saxon, Avaſt! Curs'd Traytor, is it you, 

The Anthor of the Nations Woe 3 
Stand oft Vile Scare. crow, for 1 Swear, 

. Thy very Breath Corrupts the Air. | 

| Oates, Pray calm your Paſſion, 'tis unmeet, 
That you ſhould be (o indiſcreet. 
Saxon , Baſe Villan ceaſe, thou'rt Perjut'd o're, 
Ten Thouſand times twice'told and moore 3 
Thou wretched Scoundrel, thou art he, 
Has forc'd this heavy Yoke on me, 

_ *Twas you Com'd Trayrorsat your pleaſure, 
Whoſe toſter'd Lyes ( beyond all meaſure) 
Procur'd you Credit, broughe you Cain, 

= Made you the Idol of the Train : 
., Ot all the FaGious Rout, that Crew, 
By numerous Bribes did buoy up you : 
You (wore Eſtates and Lives away, 
find thus by ſwearing won the day. 
| Five ata clap, thou Monſtrous Elf 
When you deſery'd ic more your (elf,) 
Were Doom'd anto the Fatal Tree, 
By ſuch an Helliſh Rogne as thee. 


(2) 
| wiil not mention any more, 
You know tor what, and whom you ſwore, 
And how you*r perjur'd o're and ore. ; 
Oates, Rave on, you will have done at laſt, 
Burt yet, methinks you run tos faſt. 
Saxon, *Tis but an Amble to the ſpeed 
Thar you have made in time of need, 
When in a trice you crols'd the Seas, 
Were here or there, or how you pleaſe: 
Conſider but what you have done, 
How you alperſt the King and Crown; 
The Queen, the Peers, and all Degree 
Ot moſt unſhaken Loyalty. 
Ceale cruel Fury, Hell ne's knew, 
The half che Plagues and Crimes which you 
Have perpetrated, you full well | 
Have amplify'd the Gates of Hell : 
Taught me the way to my Damnation, 
Unoleis I find Commileration. 
Oates, Sum up thy Reaſon, for I fear, 
Thou lr fall into ſome mad diſpair : 
Recrute thy Spirits, caſe thy Breath, 
Therc's no-Damaation after Death; 
Wait but a little, and you'l fee, 
The Scene will metamorphis'd be. 
Saxon, The change I fear will yet be wotle, 
I next muſt ſtride the three Legg'd Horſe: 
Ah me ! unhappy and forlorn, 
The Ridicule and publick ſcorn 
of all the World, might I, but have 
My Wiſh, -le ſupplicate a Grave. 
Oates, Avert thele : omens, realſume 
A Courage that will more beeome 
The Grandure of thy quondam meen, 
And all theſe trifliog Follys Skreen; 
'Tis all che (amz, he equal ſhares, 
Thats only in, or up toth' Ears. 
Saxon, I Grieve and Sigh for what I've done, 
And would*ſ{t thou yer, have me ſia on 
Againſt the Sacred Deities, 
He)l {pews at ſuch like Crimes as theſe, | 
P!] rather bare all Miſeries. 
Oates, Thou'rt either mad, or nor the ſame, 
That's trumpeted ro me by Fame; 
I've heard that thou, ev'n thou alone, 
Cou'dft turn the World quite up-fide down, 
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That Aimed by ſuch ' ſtable Buff, 
Thy Courage was full Cannon Proof. 

Saxon, Time was, I cou'd have out-bravd all 
The Fiends of Hel], the Deel would craul 
To pay me Homage with ſub:niffion, 

But now Pye alrer'd my Condition; 
The Facies awe me, and [ (wear, 
Pane tortar'd with inteſtine fear. 

Oates, Baniſh char Bug- bear fear, good Fate 

Henceforth be thy Aſſociate; 

' Learn bur of me, I glory 1n, 

The cerm'd Commiſſion of a Sin 

*Ti1s my content in what is evil, 

I vie and brave the very Devil : 
Miſchief *- my ſwee\'lt and beſt repoſe, 
In which Pye trinmph'd o'ce my Foes. 

Sax, Do&or I'm yours. you've won my heart, 
Pm now reſolv'd to mak: *em (ſmart; | 
Revenge is ſweet, I now will doom, 

My Pity and Compalli»n down, 
Into the moſt devouring Tomb, 

Tho! | at levgth like Samſon dye, 

A Vidim with my Eremy. 

Oates, Brave and Heroick Sou], I [wear 
Thy laſt Relolres moſi Noble are, 

In which if chou wilt bur perſever, 
P:i be thy oi1mble Trout for ever. 

Saxon , Crave DoQtor, to begin theSection; 
I now ſubmic to your DireQtion; 

Make me your Engine, and [|] piay, 
The Deel himſelf to vvin the Day. 

Oates, Perſiſt kind Friend Fl lead the van, 
And give you all ch advice I can ; 

Pi! Conjure Tony's Ghoſt and try 

By an unercing Pollicy, 

To play my Cards Clubs muſt be Trumps, 
Hye for the Giblins and the Rumps. 

Saxon, Propoſe the Methods I muſt ule; 

I now can play at Faſt and Looſe; 
Pcopoſebur vvhat, and vvhere and hovy, 
Vm all Obedience at your bow. 


Oates, Without delay I thus begin, 
You firſt muſt triumph over Sin; 
?Tis bur a Cipher, Naught and Naught, 
Will give no Number 1 am caught, 


| (4) 
[n order unto vvhich firſt yor', 
Maſt diſengage your cruel Foe; 
Takeoff the Cauſe th? EfteR vvill follow, 
N » vvanc of means, the Gib or Gellow 
Do alvvays groan whilſt 1nmanur d, 
By (uch which Fate has them enſur'd : 
If this wont do then rack abour, 
Reyerle your Sceps they*! lead you ouc 
There's orhet meaſures may be made, 
A Poyſor, Strangle, or a Stab, 
1f thoſe ſhould fail, obſerve theſe Notes, 
There's Drovvning, Burning, Cutting Throats, 
Here lyes the pinch, you muſt provide 
Always agairſt the turn o*th* Tide 2 
Should ?your Intrigues be broupht to light, 
You mult obſerve your Cards aright ; 
When ev'r your Cauſe does go to wreck, 
Then lay it oh your Sumpters Back 3 
Which when 'you?ve done, forthwith you muſt, 
Be ſufe tocry out Mutrther firſt, 
Stop thief, ſtop thief, or elſe the Traytors 
Then ſwear *cwa*he, you know his feature : 
Prepare your Vouchers, havegood ſtore, 
Then (wea' it home, ſweat'c o're and ore. 
"T's this will purchaſe Reputation' | 
_ Honour, Wealth, and Adiniration, | 
And ſtile you Saviour of the Nation, 
This made me great, *cwas this alone, 
Made me long trrumph over ROE, 
And Honour 'd chrouphour Chriſtiandom. ) 
Pm now ecclipſt I cat*c deny } 
YourFate and Mine run equally 2: 
Wiene(s the groaning P:[>ry. b 
Yer ſhall I riſe to that degree, 
That none ſhall dare to envy me, 
So great will be my Liberty. 
And you my Friend ſhall win Renown, 
Beyond cheBubles of a Crown, | 
Saxon, Ceaſe worthy Sir, I ask no more 
May [ but hive rhar bleſſed ſtore, | 
Oates, With Duplicari ons, GE, and ore, b 
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